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Last Saturday many of us awoke to the grim report that a semi truck had collided with a bus carrying the Humboldt Jr. Hockey Team to their playoff game in Nipawin.  16 have died as a result of the crash with 13 others suffering various degrees of injury: all the surviving, including the truck driver, afflicted with deep mental anguish.  Later that day I met the two busloads of youth from Westgate Collegiate.   In the wake of the morning news I found myself grateful for their safe arrival and feeling compassion for those in any way connected to the Humboldt tragedy.   Sleep that Saturday night was fitful—punctuated with times of wakefulness as I continued to process the buses and children which had emotionally touched me that day.  The following meditation emerges from those nocturnal reflections.


Try as we might, we can not keep our children from the accidents which will find them.  We will not be able to shield them from suffering in this world.  We can not protect them from the difficult issues and questions of life.  At some point we will place them on the various buses of this world which will transport them various places in this world, and as we do so we entrust them into God’s care.   We can support them in their struggles.   We will grieve them if they die before us.  Ultimately, though, they are in the care of one greater than us who will walk with them through water and fire (Is 43).  The service of child dedication is a ritual which helps remind parents, communities and a congregation that we are called to do our best in raising our children and imparting our spiritual treasures to them; and also that we must let them go.  The first story of Moses came to mind as I was considering these things.

The parents of Moses protected their young boy from the deathly circumstances into which he was born.  According to Exodus 1, the Egyptians had instituted a policy of executing all newborn Hebrew boys.  The parents of Moses hid him as long as they were able.  There came a point when this was no longer possible, and his mother crafted for him a papyrus basket and set him adrift in the reeds.  This I am sure, was not an easy decision for the parents.   Marine predators might have found the baby; he might have been adopted by an unsympathetic adult; he might simply have drifted away down the Nile.  The baby was found, though—by an Egyptian.  I am not certain the birth parents of Moses were entirely pleased with the prospects of Moses growing up in the royal court of the Pharaoh; Pharaoh was, after all, oppressing the Hebrews.  Still, they mustered the courage necessary to let their son go.  They trusted the One whom they believed watched over the Hebrews and over their baby.

Like Moses, the children we dedicated today might find themselves adopted into in the halls of power.  Like Moses, they might become supervisors over a branch of the company.  Like Moses, they might do something rash, unlawful, and find themselves exiled.  They might one day wander upon a burning bush which transforms their lives.  Like Moses on behalf of Yahweh they may compete with the powers and principalities for the soul of God`s people.  They may end up leading thousands from slavery into a better place.  And, as we know from last week, they may die prematurely.   When we place our children into the metaphorical basket on the river Nile or the metaphorical buses of life, we do not know what will happen.  We shelter them and bless them and nurse them as long as possible.   And our story gently encourages us to also let them go knowing God`s presence goes with them.  In our living and dying, and theirs, we are invited to trust the God who journeys with us through life, through death, and into the life which comes after this life.  Amen
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